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Jnthe mainebattdljwhofe puiffance on eyther fide 
Shall be well winged with ourchiefeft Horfe? 

This,aaid Saint Cjeorge to, boote, what thinkeft thou not. 

Nor. A good direction warlike .Soueraigne, He (heweth 
This found i one my Tent this morning* him apaper. 

Iockey of Norfolk* jbe not to bold. 

For Dickp n thy m after ts bought and fold * 

King. ^ thingdeuifcd by the enemy, 

Goe Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge. 

Let not eurbab ling dreames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be ourconfcience, our fwords our law* 
March on, ioyne brauely , let vs to it pellmell. 

If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to Hell, His Oration 
'Whatfhali I fay more then I haue inferd, to his Army, 

Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcols,and run* a wa yes, 

A fcum of Briitaines , and bafe lackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate aduenturesand afl'ur*d definition. 

You fleeping fafe they bring you to vnrefi : 

You hauing lands,and bleft with beautious wiues. 

They would reftraine theone.difiaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow • 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers cofi, 

A mUke-lop one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fliooes in Snovv : 

Lets whip thefe firaglers ore the Seas againe, 

Lafii hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifh^beggers weary of their hues* 

VVhobutfor dreaming on this fond exploit. 

For want of meanes poore rats had hang’d themielues* 

If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe bafiard Bnttaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten bob d and thumpt. 

And on record left them the fieires of ihame* 

Shall thefe enioy our land , lie with our wiuos . 

Rauifti our daughters, harke I heare there Drum, ^ 
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jenara We Third. 

Fi„ht Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomen 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head* 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood. 

Amaze the vvelking with y^ur broken fiaues, 

Whatfayes Lor d' Stanley will he bring his power? 

Mef. My Lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin , Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the marfh. 

After the battell let George Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofomc, 
Aduanceour ftandards, fetvpon our fees. 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Inlpire vs with the Ipleene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them, victory fits on our helmes. 

Alarum excwrfions *• Enter Catesby. 

Ctf.Refcew my Lord of A^rf(?%,refcew,refcew 
The King enaCts more wonders then a man. 

Daring and oppofiteto euery danger. 

His horfe is flaine,and all on foote he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,orjelfe-tbe day is loft. Enter Richard* 
Kin. A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdomc for a horfe. 

,Cat. Withdraw my Lord, ilehelpe you to a horfe. 

Kin, Slaue 1 bauc fetrny life vpon a cafi, 

Apd l will ftand the hazzard of ^ie die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmond* in the field, 

Fiue haue 1 flaine to day infiead of him* 

A horfe, a horfe, my Kingdomefor a horfe. 

Alarum. Enter Richard & Richmondjhey fight , Richard is 
flame i then retrait 'beingfomded . Enter Richmond ,D ar bj 
-bearing the Crowncyvith other Lords. * 

Rich. God and your armes be pray fed victorious friends. 
The day is ours,tbe bloody dog is dead. 

D ar. Com agiovisRichmond } \vell haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties. 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weareit,and make much of it. 

Rich. Great God of Heauen fay Amen to all, 
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